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Courage in a Cavern 


“I'll be scared,” Patsy said. 

The Pathfinders were planning to explore 
a cavern. The guide was talking to them at 
a meeting before the outing. 

“We will enter the cavern through a 
small hole,” he said. Patsy shivered. 

“In some places the passages will be nar- 
row, and we will have to walk sideways,” 
the guide continued. Patsy felt something 
turn over in her stomach. 

“And there will be other places where 
the passages will be so low and narrow we 
will crawl through them on hands and 
knees.” 

It was all Patsy heard. Terror gripped 
her. She stared around the room, fright- 
ened and helpless. She couldn’t go through 
the cave. She knew she couldn’t. 

At last the guide finished his talk, and 
the director spoke. “I hope everyone will 
come. On the way home we shall go to a 
restaurant for supper.” 

“Go to a restaurant .. .” Patsy repeated 
the words in her mind. “That would be 
fun. Maybe I ought to overcome this fear.” 

Sunday morning Patsy was there! After 
a pleasant trip in cars, the Pathfinders 
reached a quarry. High up on one wall was 
a small black opening—-see it in the picture 
—the entrance to the cavern. 

The Pathfinders climbed up to it. That 
same dreadful fear came back and tugged 
at Patsy’s tummy. Maybe she ought to turn 
back. Suppose she got in there and couldn’t 
get out? But upward she continued to the 
small, black opening. “No, not through 
there,” she thought. To her surprise, it was 
big enough that she didn’t have to stoop. 
It wasn’t any worse than going through a 
door. She went in with the rest, and found 
the ceiling inside twenty feet high. Noth- 
ing to be afraid of here! Down a narrow 
place, steep and slippery, holding onto a 
rope—and so narrow she had to go side- 
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ways. But she made it to the bottom. Noth- 
ing too bad so far. Across a hole on logs, 
and up a steep place, pulled by a counselor. 
Everything going well. 

The line of Pathfinders stopped. Patsy 
shone her light ahead. Panic nearly over- 
whelmed her. Tears sprang uncontrolled 
to her eyes. The Pathfinders ahead were on 
hands and knees crawling through a pas- 
sage less than two feet high. “Please, Elder 
Maxwell,” she pleaded. “I can’t go through 
there. Please take me out of this cave. I 
can’t stay in another minute. I’m so scared.” 

“T’ll take you,” I said. But just then we 
heard the voice of the guide shouting, 
“Take the back end of the line around to 
the left. There’s a good passage that way.” 

Patsy said, “Ill stay.” Through the new 
passage we went. It was narrow and steep. 
There were deep places to straddle. But 
Patsy was not afraid again. And when many 
of the Pathfinders went out to play games, 
Patsy stayed in with a few others to do yet 
more exploring. 

A brave person is not one who never feels 
afraid. A brave person is one who, feeling 
afraid, walks up to the thing that is feared 
and conquers it. That’s what Patsy did in 
the cavern. And I say, “Hats off to you, 
Patsy.” 


Your friend, 


Ea Wrawrel 





























AN UNCLE ARTHUR STORY 





BRYAN in the BULRUSHES 


By ARTHUR S. MAXWELL 


felon had gone for a walk down by the 
marsh with his little sister Millie. Of 
course, being a big boy, he was out in front, 
while Millie, being a little girl, was tagging 
along behind. 

They loved to go to the marsh because of 
all the wildlife to be found there. Birds of all 
sorts nested in the bushes, and tiny fish by 
the million swam around in the almost 
stagnant water. 

It was rather a dangerous place for chil- 
dren to play, because so much of the land 
was soggy. One false step and you could 
find yourself sinking in mud. Bryan had 
told Millie many times that she must never 
go to the marsh alone. But of course it was 
all right for him. He could look after him- 
self. If he were to fall in he could get out 
all right. 

“Look at those cattails!” cried Millie as 
the two walked along a narrow path beside 
a stream. “Aren't they beautiful!” 

“They surely are,” said Bryan. “We should 
pick some before we go back.” 

“We must,” said Millie. “Mother would 
love them.” 

Tall and straight the bulrushes rose out of 
the swamp, like Grenadier Guards wearing 


fine. No wonder the children wanted to 
pick them! Unfortunately the best ones 
were quite a long way from the dry land. 

Carefully Bryan tried to find the best way 
to the bulrushes. There was one place where 
the dry land jutted out into the water, and 
he decided that this would take him nearest 
to the cattails. 

Putting his feet down very carefully, he 


a @:: busbies. Never had they looked so 





































moved slowly forward. The ground gave a 
little. Water seeped into his footprints, but 
To page 17 


Bryan was in the mud, and the more he struggled the 
deeper he sank. “Please, Jesus, help!” Millie prayed. 
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UNSEEN ENEMY 


By MARJORIE ANDERSON 


CHAPTER 6: THE ENEMY ROUTED 


What Happened Before: Something poe | been wrong 
at the mission school for girls. For weeks the girls have 
seemed to be frightened of something. For instance, on 
Sabbath afternoon they refused to walk down a path 
that had some twigs on it. Another time, when Mrs. 

Anderson went to see them at bedtime, she found the 
= huddled up at one end of the room as if dread- 

lly afraid. The girls pick on Usbera, a new girl. 
Kinanga, who has com at the school for years, seems 
to be at the bottom of the trouble. But is she? Kinanga 
becomes ill. All night she is unconscious, In the morn- 
ing, “Mamma,” the missionary’s wife, suggests the 
trouble may be witchcraft. 


HILE I stared at Mamma in unbelief, 

she started to explain. She had over- 
heard the one thing that would arouse 
suspicion. That was, that the watching girls 
were waiting for Kinanga to die. In any 
ordinary sickness, however serious, they 
would hope for a recovery; but when a 
person was the victim of witchcraft, unless 
there was a miraculous intervention, death 
always resulted. 

Her suspicions aroused, Mamma had 
questioned further. Getega, who seemed 
relieved finally to bring the trouble into the 
open, had not said much. Did Mamma and 
Missie not know that Usbera was the 
daughter of a witch doctor? Getega herself 
did not think that Usbera bore ill will 
toward anyone, much less would she hurt 
anyone; but there were some girls in the 
school who were ready to believe that Usbera 
inherited her father’s evil powers. 

When, the night before, Kinanga had 
asked for water, Usbera, without thinking, 


had touched her own neck and head. Kinanga 
had interpreted the action as the putting on 
of a curse; so she had felt the pain strike her 
in the head and neck, then fell to the 
ground. 

I stood amazed. To an African, this was a 
shameful thing which no professing Chris- 
tian would even listen to. 

Now we knew what it was, but we had to 
act quickly or Kinanga would die. Already a 
group of curious onlookers was gathered just 
outside the house. Evidently news of the 
occurrence was spreading rapidly. A couple 
of our more reliable mission boys were also 
waiting, ready to carry Kinanga on a 
stretcher across to the government hospital. 
Mounting tension and a half-excited fear 
were reflected in the faces all around. 

At this moment, Paul appeared with 
Janai, and came directly over to the house. 
One look at his face revealed that, to him, 
this was not unexpected. 

“You knew?” I asked him. 

“Yes, I knew. But I hoped that after the 
worship talk last night the trouble had been 
nipped in the bud before any real harm 
could be done, and before it became known 
through the whole mission station that our 
girls were tampering with witchcraft.” 

He looked down at Kinanga. “I see we are 
almost too late. But God is mightier than 
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the evil one who holds this girl in his 
power.” 

So saying, he knelt on the floor beside 
her. “God of our fathers,” he entreated, 
“show now Thy power. Let not Thy cause be 
shamed in a school that bears Thy name. As 
Jesus did of old, cast out this evil thing and 
let Thy Spirit reign and Thy cause triumph. 
Have mercy on this miserable girl, and may 
we who know Thy truth ever stand for the 
right.” 

Somehow it was as if almost two thou- 
sand years of time rolled back. This might 
have been Paul of old entreating his Lord, 
or Peter at the gate Beautiful in the Temple. 

Rising from his knees, Paul stretched his 
hands over the one whom he wished to 
reclaim for Christ. “Kinanga!” he called, “as 
you have signified your desire to follow 
Christ, leave this evil thing behind, and 
rise. 

We watched with fast-beating hearts as 
Kinanga, slowly and like one awaking from 
a bad dream, sat up. She gazed at us in 
bewilderment. We dared not speak. 

“Stand up,” continued Paul. “You are not 


in the grip of the evil one. You are Christ's. 
Kinanga stood up. “Now,” said Paul, “for 





the sake of those who believe that evil is in 
our school, go, take your hoe, and show them 
that you are able to work in the garden. 
Janai will go with you and show you what 
to do.” 

Obediently, Kinanga looked toward Janai 
and followed him out of the house and up 
the path to the school. 

The effect on the people waiting outside 
was electrical. They could not believe their 
eyes. Here was a girl, supposedly at death’s 
door, and for whom a stretcher was waiting, 
walking to her work in the garden. Mamma 
and I felt as if we were coming out of an 
ugly nightmare, and only the disordered 
blankets on the floor convinced us that we 
had indeed been through a night of watch- 
ing and horror. 

And there were still some puzzling facts. 

“Paul,” I said, “what about that night in 
the dormitory when the girls would not 
open the door?” 

That, said Paul, was part of the whole 
business. In Africa, when you knock on a 
door you must always give your name, lest 
some foolish person think the witch doctor 
is around. Similarly, a curious arrangement 


To page 16 


Paul knelt and prayed, and when he stood up we saw a miracle like the ones the apostle performed. 
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It was pitch dark when he came upon a grass 


hut in the jungle clearing and asked for a place 


to sleep. But he didn’t plan on 








SLEEPING with LEPERS! 


By DON R. CHRISTMAN 


. get back as soon as I can. It’s a long 
trip, so just look for me when you see 
Old Faithful coming through the field,” 
Pastor Luiz called as he gave one last 
Good-by to his wife and children. 

Old Faithful, his sturdy mare, had taken 
him on many journeys. Sometimes it was 
necessary to be away from home two or 
three months at a time. This trip, however, 
was to be a short one, for the pastor hoped 
to return in about ten days. He must visit 
a small isolated group of members and hold 
a baptismal service for the ones who had 
prepared themselves for church member- 
ship. 

“Let’s see, do I have everything? Water, 
bread, medicines, and malaria pills—I guess 
I'll get along,” he satisfied himself. 

Old Faithful stretched out her long, 
sturdy legs and began the climb that was to 
take them through the pass between barren, 
rocky hills. “If all goes well I should get to 
the village by late afternoon of the third 
day,” Pastor Luiz calculated as he thought 
of the trails ahead. “I should make forty 
miles a day, and I think it’s a little more 
than 100 miles.” 

There were no roads for automobile 
travel in that section of northeastern Brazil. 
Even had there been, cars were so few and 
tremendously expensive that an Adventist 
pastor could not have thought of owning 
one. But Pastor Luiz was not one to com- 
plain. God was blessing his work. New 
churches were mushrooming in almost ev- 
ery section of his huge district, and he was 
content to have a good horse like Old 
Faithful to carry him from village to village. 
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Most of the country was flat and monoto- 
nous with sparsely scattered forests that 
gave welcome protection from the midday 
sun. In one of these wooded spots Pastor o 
Luiz stopped at noon to build a fire and 
prepare some hot rice. After lunch came 
the customary nap, a real necessity. Spread- 
ing out his blanket to ward off insects, he 
rested while Old Faithful gnawed at clumps 
of dry grass in a nearby clearing. 

“O.K., thirty minutes is the limit or I'll 
not make forty miles by nightfall!” Pastor 
Luiz exclaimed, ordering himself out of a 
comfortable position. “Come on, Old Faith- 
ful, the picnic’s over! On our way!” 

Fortunately, the rivers were not com- 
pletely dry, even though there had not been 
much rain that summer. So the travelers 
could find drinkable water even if it was 
not a hundred per cent pure. 

Shortly before dark Pastor Luiz and Old 
Faithful came upon a simple, thatch-roofed 
shack. The pastor quickly made friends 
with the family and accepted their ready 
invitation to spend the night. 

“If you don’t mind, I would like to read 
from the Bible and have prayer with you 
before leaving,” Pastor Luiz suggested after 
eating a simple breakfast with the family 
the following morning. 

“Please do. We will appreciate it,” the 
man of the house said. “We've never had 
anyone read the Bible to us. We can’t read, 
or we would get a copy.” 

Time went by as the pastor explained 
the love of Jesus to this simple family that 
had known nothing of the Bible and was 
still living in bonds of superstition. “I must 























go,” he said at last, “but I'll remember 
where you live. The Lord willing, I'll see 
you again. Till then, I shall pray every day 
that the God of heaven will bless you.” 

On his way again with Old Faithful, he 
thanked God that he had the privilege of 
teaching God’s humble children who were 
so ignorant of His love. 

“Another day of travel! Where will I be 
tonight?” he asked himself. “If I could only 
find a short cut to get over those hills 
I think I can! At least I'm going to try! 
Come on, Old Faithful, let’s take off to the 
left here and cross this stream!” 

Lustily singing “All the Way My Saviour 
Leads Me,” Pastor Luiz entered a virgin 
forest he had never traversed before. Yet, 
according to the sun, he was sure he was 
going in the right direction. By midafter- 
noon, however, he realized he was lost. No 
familiar landmarks showed up as he had ex- 
pected. 

As the sun dropped out of sight there 
were still no signs of civilization. Pastor 
Luiz had not passed a single dwelling since 
starting his “short cut,” and that was about 
midmorning. “Surely there must be some- 
one living along this stream,” he muttered. 
“Tll follow it, anyway. It seems to be run- 
ning in the direction I want to go.” 

As the darkness of a moonless night 
settled around him, God's servant com- 
manded his horse to halt while he offered 
























a prayer for guidance from Him who knows 
every path in the great world He created. 

For fully two hours more, Old Faithful 
lifted and lowered her steady, sturdy feet 
thousands of times over ground so dark her 
rider could not see it. 

“What is that—a light? It is! Get going, 
Old Faithful. Somebody lives in these parts 
after all!” It was the light of a bonfire, 
which soon proved to be the “cookstove” 
for jungle dwellers. 

“Hello! I've been lost a long time! Sure 
glad to find someone here in this end of the 
world,” Pastor Luiz shouted, trying to make 
friends quickly. He had noticed the figure 
of a man in the open doorway of the grass 
hut, and couldn’t blame him for being sus- 
picious of a stranger who rode up at that 
hour of the night. 

“Tie up the horse and come in,” came 
the man’s welcome. “Have you had anything 
to eat?” 

“Not since noon!” Pastor Luiz replied. 
“I was so anxious to find a sign of life I 
didn’t even think of eating.” 

“Well, rest yourself while the wife gets 
you a plate of hot food,” the man com- 
manded. “You can sit on that sawed-off 
stump in the corner. We don’t have chairs 
here.” 

All was dark inside the hut. No candles 
could be obtained in such an isolated re- 
gion. Outside, over the smouldering coals 
a kindhearted lady hurried to warm up the 
few beans and rice that had been left over 
from supper. 

“Do you have any children?” Pastor Luiz 
asked. 

“None, now,” came the reply. 

“How long have you and your wife been 
here?” he asked. 

“About five years, I guess.” 

It wasn’t easy to carry on conversation 
when he couldn’t see the face of the man 
he was talking to, so Pastor Luiz was glad 


For two hours the horse and its rider plodded on 
through the night, looking for a place to stay. 
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when the plate of steaming food was 
handed him. 

Being unusually hungry, he ate faster 
than usual while the hospitable hosts sat 
in darkness and silence but a few feet 
away. His thirst was quenched by drinking 
from the family’s old tin cup. 

“You sleep on that blanket over there,” 
the man directed. “We have plenty of space 
over here. You're probably tired, so we'll 
let you get to sleep.” 

Tired he was! The blanket that separated 
the warm, uneven earth from his fully 
clothed body was unusually dirty. Never- 
theless sleep came in but a few minutes 
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WHAT'S YOUR PET? 
By ENOLA CHAMBERLIN 


Vicki has canaries, 
John a bantam hen, 
Robert has a rabbit 
That he keeps in a pen. 


Harry has a white mouse, 
Richie has a horse, 
Connie has a kitten, 
All nice pets, of course. 


Peter has a woodchuck, 
Harold has a frog. 

But | know I'm the gladdest 
Because | have a dog. 


eeuveverueprVy ee? 


after he had finished his quiet prayer, 
thanking God for protecting him through 
another day. 

By daybreak, Pastor Luiz was up. One 
glance at the scantily clothed, middle-aged 
couple lying motionless on their ragged 
blanket was enough to freeze the spine of 
even the most daring man. 

“They're lepers! I’ve been eating and 
sleeping with lepers!” He almost shrieked 
the words, but fortunately didn’t make a 
sound. “What do I do now? I'd like to run. 
But I mustn't!” 

Hands, arms, and faces were dreadfully 
disfigured. Dirty, bare feet and legs told 
the dreadful story of how the disease had 
eaten its way almost to the bones. “How 
long will it be now before I get the disease 
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and my legs and arms look like that?” he 
asked himself. Desperately he asked God 
to keep him calm and courteous so he 
would not offend the couple before he left. 
Aware now that their guest was up, the 
couple stirred from their bed corner and 
offered to get breakfast. 

“Thank you, but I had better be getting 
on my way,” Pastor Luiz said. “But could 
we read one of God’s promises from His 
Holy Book first?” He took his Bible from 
a small leather case while he spoke. 

“Yes, do,” the leprous couple said. 

Turning to Psalm 91, Pastor Luiz began, 
“He that dwelleth in the secret place of the 
most High shall abide under the shadow 
of the Almighty. I will say of the Lord, He 
is my refuge and my fortress: my God; in 
him will I trust. Surely he shall deliver 
thee from the snare of the fowler... . He 
shall cover thee with his feathers, and un- 
der his wings shalt thou trust.” 

Then he suggested that they kneel to- 
gether for prayer. 

As usual, Pastor Luiz offered to pay for 
his stay, but the generous couple would not 
accept anything. With a big Thank you, 
he mounted Old Faithful and was soon 
galloping toward the trail that the man had 
said would take him back to the right path. 

Less than a mile away, Pastor Luiz led 
Old Faithful down into the stream that had 
been their guide the night before. Dis- 
mounting and rapidly undressing, he took 
soap in hand and gave himself a vigorous 
scrubbing in the clear, running water. But 
he didn’t stop there! He washed his clothes, 
even though he had to put most of those 
wet garments back on! Nor did Old Faith- 
ful escape the bathing process. Pastor Luiz 
lathered and scrubbed her briskly. 

“In my name... if they drink any 
deadly thing, it shall not hurt them,” he 
murmured, quoting Mark 16:17, 18. “Yes, 
that is what the Lord has promised, and 
I think He also means that if, when you're 
out teaching people about God, you sleep 
with lepers one night and drink from their 
germy cup and lie under their filthy blan- 
kets, as I did, it won’t hurt you!” 

That night Pastor Luiz reached his desti- 
nation and fulfilled his mission. He is still 
fulfilling his mission for his Saviour in the 
“hard places” of Brazil, and more than ten 
years have passed since God sent His pro- 
tecting angels to watch over him as he ate 
and slept with lepers! 





























The bird that told sinners to prepare 


to meet Christ. 


POLLY 


The Missionary Parrot 


By W. R. MULHOLLAND 


| SAW Polly with my own eyes and heard 
him speak, so I know this story is true. 
Polly lived with the Mertas, who owned 
a fruit farm in Cuba, near the town of 
Manacas on the highway between Havana 
and Santa Clara. Many travelers stopped to 


Polly Parrot sat on his perch in the tree and talked 
to the customers who came to buy at the fruit stand. 
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buy fruit there because beside the road the 
family kept an attractive fruit stand well 
filled with oranges, tangerines, and luscious, 
big mangoes. 

The Merta family had three daughters, 
Ruth, Esther, and Tabita. There were no 
boys. It was when Ruth and Esther were 
in their early teens that they owned Polly. 

Patiently they taught him to sing, “I Will 
Early Seek the Saviour” and also a few spe- 
cial words and sentences—all in Spanish, 
of course. They wished their little parrot 
would be a Missionary Volunteer. To their 
surprise he turned out to be one! All day 
long he would sit on his perch in a tree 
near the fruit stand and sing, “Yo temprano 
busco 4 Cristo, cada dia aprendo de El 
{“I will early seek the Saviour, I will learn 
of Him each day”].” 


When people stopped to buy they were 
pleased to hear Polly singing! Then often 
they would be surprised to hear from above 
their heads a clear voice saying, “Buenos 
dias, amigo! [{“Good morning, friend!’}.” 
Then after a little pause came the words, 
“Preparate, pecador, Cristo viene pronto! 
{“Prepare yourself, sinner, Christ is com- 
ing soon!”}.” 

For several years Polly continued this 
work, and hundreds of tourists and other 
travelers who stopped for fruit were enter- 
tained by the bird. But they were more than 
entertained. Many of them went away 
thinking soberly about the warning so faith- 
fully given by Polly, the missionary parrot. 
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Charles and Bill were in the irrigation canal, fully clothed, playing that their caps were boats. 


wr could be keeping Charles so late 
after school his mother could not im- 
agine. He was always so prompt. She could 

ways depend on his being home at three- 
thirty and having the wood box and coal 
scuttles filled by four o'clock. Then, as 
Charles himself said, he could enjoy play- 
ing until suppertime with no worries. But 
where could he be today? It was already 
half-past four, and Mother was definitely 
beginning to worry. 

For a while she thought he might have 
had to stay after school, but that had never 
happened before. His teacher had told her 
only last week what a cooperative and duti- 
ful student he was. Then, too, if they were 
keeping him this late the principal would 
have called. As she peered hopefully out 
the window and down the street Charles's 
mother noticed with additional alarm that 
the sky was darkening rapidly and it would 
soon be night. 

“If he doesn’t come in the next five min- 
utes,” she said to herself, “I'll phone his 
father.” The five minutes dragged by and 
she went to the phone. She hesitated be- 
fore taking up the receiver, however, for 
she hated to alarm her husband unneces- 
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sarily. Just then her heart leaped with joy 
for her ear caught a familiar sound. 
Charles's shoes were clump-clumping on 
the board walk that ran down the side of 
the house to the back porch. In an instant 
she was at the door. 

“Charles!” she cried, impatience and re- 
lief mingled in her voice, “where have you 
been so long?” Before he could answer she 
saw that his feet and legs were sopping 
wet almost to his waist. His shoes were 
covered with mud, and his cap hung drip- 
ping from cold, blue fingers. 

Then she saw tears running down his 
cheeks and immediately she was on her 
knees beside him, taking his books from his 
shivering hands. “Darling! What happened 
to you? Why—why, you're a sight! Stop 
crying and tell Mother what happened.” 

“We—well we,” Charles began, 
sobs and sniffles punctuating his words, 
“we were j-just on the way home, a-and 
when we got near the ditch where the irri- 
gation water runs there were t-two of the 
big boys standing on the bridge.” 

“Was Bill with you?” interrupted 
Mother. Bill was Charles’s chum and lived 
three doors down the street. 














. e : 





Charles fooled his mother once— 


but not twice! 





Charles’s Secret Project 


By M. L. SANFORD 


“Y-yes,” Charles swallowed hard before 
he continued. “A-and when we tried to 
cross the bridge they gr—grabbed our caps 
and wouldn’t give ‘em back. Th-they kept 
teasing us for a long time and then they 
th-threw our caps in the ditch, and then 
Bill ’n’ I had to wade in after ‘em. The cur- 
rent was awful fast and it took us near a 
block to catch ‘em.” Charles buried his face 
in his mother’s neck and sobbed. 

Soon the boy was out of his wet clothes 
and in a tubful of hot water. After the 
bath Mother dressed him in his warmest 
flannel nightshirt and tucked him into bed. 
Handing him his books, she said, “Now you 
read your homework while I go out and 
bring in the wood and coal. I'll just have 
time before Daddy gets home, and then 
I'll bring you a nice supper in bed. I don’t 
want to take any chances on your getting 
sick, you were so cold and wet.” With a 
sigh of relief she went about doing her 
son’s chores and getting supper on the table 
for her husband. 

The next day, Charles was late coming 
home again. Three-thirty came and went, 
and so did four o'clock, and once more 
Mother began to worry. When it was four- 
fifteen she went to the closet and took 
out her coat and gloves. “I think I had 
better go and look for myself,” she said, 
half aloud. “Maybe I can take care of a 
couple of bullies.” 

But just as she was putting an arm into 
a coat sleeve the telephone rang. Hastening 
to answer it, she was greeted by old Mrs. 
Butterworth who lived with her school- 
teacher daughter about a half-mile away 


and not too far from the irrigation canal. 

“Is this Charles Bowler’s mother?” the 
little, birdlike voice inquired. 

“Well, I thought you ought to know what 
your boy is doing. He and another little 
chap are out here behind my place, and 
they are wading up and down in the canal 
with all their clothes on. They are using 
their caps for boats and steering them 
around with willow sticks. I was quite sure 
you wouldn’t approve of their doing this. 
They were out here yesterday too, but I 
thought it wasn’t an old lady's business to 
be telling tales on little boys. However, 
they will like as not make themselves sick 
if they keep this up, and so I thought you 
ought to know.” 

At this point it might be told that 
Charles never did find out about Mrs. But- 
terworth’s phone call. And it was quite 
evident later that he was very much sur- 
prised to learn that Mother knew of his 
deceit. He never did gather nerve enough to 
ask her how she knew, and she never told 
him. It was enough that she had ways of 
knowing such things, and the mystery of 
her power was a real encouragement to 
Charles not to err this way again. 

Before I tell you the rather funny ending 
of the story, perhaps I should remind you 
that our Father in heaven has ways of find- 
ing out things about us, too. The Bible 
says, “The eyes of the Lord are in every 
place, beholding the evil and the good” 
(Proverbs 15:3). One day we shall have 
to stand before Him and answer for our 
deeds—both the good and the bad ones. 

To page 17 
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Me. BALDWIN slumped into a chair, 
her head drooped down on her chest. 
“Oh, no!” she cried. “Oh, no!” 

Susan rushed to her aid. “What can I do 
for you, Mother? Do you need a drink? 
Shall I call a doctor? Does your heart hurt?” 

Susan was sure her mother was having a 
heart attack. Of course, Mrs. Baldwin was 
not particularly given to having heart at- 
tacks. But Susan had never seen anyone else 
who was, so how could she be sure Mother 
wasn't having one? 

Mrs. Baldwin raised her head wearily, 
and her words sounded very deliberate, as 
though she wanted them to reach home. 

“Susan Baldwin, imagine you suddenly 
thinking about someone besides yourself! A 
minute ago you were storming at me in 
fury, stamping your feet like an unbroken, 
wild-west horse, and now you are surprised 
and frightened when you see what your 
behavior does to me.” 

So it wasn’t Mother’s heart at all! Susan 
was so relieved that she started in on Mother 
again. 

“You know all I said was true, Mother,” 
she raged. “As far as clothes go, you think 
Anne is a saint. She always keeps her clothes 
just so, and you even have to tell her to buy 
new things. When I ask for ten dollars to 
buy something new you either tell me five 
dollars would be plenty or you say I don’t 
really need it at all. You treat me as if I 
were ten years old instead of fifteen!” 

“Do we have to go over all that again?” 
Mrs. Baldwin said flatly. 

“Look, Susan,” she continued, “during the 
past two years I have spent twice as much 
money on your clothes as I have on Anne’s. 
You are very unfair to say I have been 
favoring your sister. The truth is, Anne 
treasures what she gets and always takes 
care of everything she has.” 

“Come to our room and see who has the 
best and the most clothes,” pouted Susan, 
obstinately ignoring the truths her mother 
was trying to make her see. She had been 
crusading for new clothes long enough, and 
she wasn’t going to be put off. 

The two went silently up the long stair- 
way, and Mrs. Baldwin opened the door to 
the bedroom that her two daughters shared. 
Anne’s bed was made neatly and looked 
particularly charming with its pink ruffled 
nylon spread and pillow cover. Her dresser 
was daintily arranged with colorful nick- 
nacks, and there didn’t seem to be a thing 
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DRESS BUDGET 


Susan’s side of the room she very nearly said 
“Oh, no,” again, slumping into the nearest 
chair as she had before. 

Susan didn’t seem a bit ashamed of the 
way her homework papers, gloves, bobby 
pins, talcum powder, socks, and perfume 
were mixed up in a horrible muddle with 
photographs and souvenirs on her dresser. 
Nor was she any more ashamed that her 
bed, twin to Anne’s, had not even had its 
ruffled spread removed the night before 
when she got into it to go to sleep. The bed 
looked just the way it had 
when she jumped out of it 
in the morning. 

Mrs. Baldwin sighed 
and wondered silently how 
she could have spent so 
many words and so much 
time and effort trying to 
show Susan how to be 
tidy, with such appalling 
results. 


out of place. When Mrs. Baldwin looked at | 

















As Mother opened the closet 

door, boxes bounced onto her 

head and phonograph records 
fell to the floor. 
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Susan threw open her sister's closet. 

“There is the wardrobe of the princess,” 

she accused mockingly. “She has so many 

we f T 6 O R S S A N clothes she has trouble deciding which ones 

J to wear every morning.” 

2 s Mother picked out some blouses. “I want 
you to notice these,” she told Susan. “How 
long has Anne had this blue one?” 

Susan regarded it reluctantly. “A long 

By IVY R. DOHERTY time, I guess,” she said, after a pause. 
“Three years, to be exact,” Mrs. Baldwin 
told her. “I bought you and Anne blouses 



































fashioned from the same material to wear 
at Anne’s birthday party three years ago. 
Where is your blue blouse now?” 


“I wouldn’t wear a blouse for three years,” 
snorted Susan. “Surely I have a right to say 
when I think a thing is too tired-looking to 
be worn any more. All the girls at school 
would laugh at me if I wore anything as 
long as that.” 

Mrs. Baldwin had made up her mind not 
to be sidetracked. 





TINY BITS OF GREEN 
By KAY CAMMER 


Underneath the cold brown earth, 
Little seedlings start to wake. 

Then the warm spring rain comes down 
And helps the hard, dry crust to break. 


Tiny bits of green peep through— 
Sunshine brightens every sprout; 
Mother Nature's new designs 
Color all God's world about. 


“How long did you wear it?” she persisted. 
Susan was beginning to feel ruffled. She 
hated to be “nailed down,” as she called it. 

“About three months,” she admitted 
weakly. 

“Why did you discard it, then?” Mother 
was determined to win the day. 

“A button came off, and I made a three- 
cornered rip in the back when I was climb- 
ing through the barnyard fence, so I couldn’t 
wear it any more. The girls think anyone 
who wears mended clothes is awfully poor, 
so I didn’t mend it.” 


Mrs. Baldwin insisted that Susan examine 
the complete contents of Anne’s wardrobe. 
There were neat little darns and patches 
here and there, which had been done so 
carefully that Susan had never realized be- 
fore that Anne wore mended clothes. And it 
was doubtful that anyone else, save Anne’s 
mother, had realized it either. 
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“There are ways of mending clothes so 
other people will be completely uncon- 
scious of the mend,” Mother said. “Do 
notice the way Anne has all her clothes 
neatly pressed, ready to wear at a moment’s 
notice. That is nothing less than the result 
of constant work. When I look in Anne’s 
closet, sometimes, I wish I had $100 to give 
her to go and spend on whatever she likes 
to wear. She shows that she well deserves 
every penny your father and I spend on 
her.” 

“There you go again! Didn't I tell you 
you think Anne is a saint?” moaned the 
younger girl. “She’s older than I am, and so 
she ought to take more care.” Mother had 
closed Anne’s closet and was moving to 
Susan’s. 

Susan tried to brace herself for what she 
knew was coming next. As the door opened, 
several cardboard boxes landed on Mrs. 
Baldwin’s head and shoulders. From one 
issued phonograph records that fell to the 
floor and slithered and cartwheeled in all 
directions. 

Mrs. Baldwin gasped, but not about the 
records or.the boxes. Crumpled in a heap on 
the floor of the closet among shoes and 
socks and nylon stockings was the new coat 
she had purchased for Susan less than a 
month before. 

Defensively, Susan said, “I hung it up, 
honestly, I did!” 

“Did you button it at the neck so it 
would stay on its hanger?” Mother asked. 

“I don’t know,” came slowly from Susan. 
Mrs. Baldwin picked up the coat, and, of 
course, it had not been buttoned. Its heavy 
weight and slippery lining had forced it to 
slide to the floor. 

Now Mother insisted that they ‘examine 
Susan’s clothing as carefully as they had 
Anne’s. Soon Susan had to admit to herself 
she could not honestly go on claiming Anne 
was treated better than she was. As Mother 
put back the last dress, she asked, “Is it fair 
to Anne that I spend twice as much on your 
clothes as I do on hers, when she is so 
careful and you so careless? She has the 
right to say you have been the favored one.” 
Turning to the door, she added, “When you 
have tidied your part of the room, come 
down to the kitchen. I'll need you.” 

When Susan came downstairs Mr. Bald- 
win and Anne had arrived home. Anne, a 
senior in high school, was telling of her 

To page 18 











Let's Make a Garden 


By MARIE 
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A JUICY red watermelon—ummm, sounds 
good to me! Corn on the cob, ready to 
eat minutes after being picked! Delicious? 
Indeed it is! Luscious, vine-ripened toma- 
toes. Are you getting hungry? If you are, 
get a rake and hoe, buy some seeds, and 
let's make a garden. 

If Mother and Dad have a family garden, 
ask them for a corner. If not, you may 
be able to use part of the back yard. The 
owner of a vacant lot might be glad to let 
you use the lot for a garden, to keep it clear 
of weeds. 

Plan your garden. Measure the space and 
draw a diagram showing what you will 
plant and where you plan to put it. If the 


P. KNOTT 


drainage will allow it, the rows should run 
north and south for maximum sunlight. 
You can make double use of space by plant- 
ing early-maturing crops, like radishes or 
green onions, with late-maturing crops, and 
by planting vine crops, such as squash, with 
the corn. The sample garden plan will 
show you how this can be done. 

If your garden is a corner of the family 
plot it may be plowed for you. If it is in 
the back yard or on a vacant lot you will 
probably have to spade it. Fathers are very 
helpful at this time. However, I know 
Juniors can do it by themselves. When I 
was thirteen years old a neighbor boy and 
I spaded not one but two vacant city lots 


You can plant a lot of vegetables in a plot twenty by twenty feet if you plan the rows with care. 
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and planted a garden. You can do the same. 

When the spading is finished, break up 
the big jumps of earth and level the ground 
with your hoe and rake. You may wish to 
spread fertilizer on the ground before plant- 
ing seeds. You can have the soil tested by 
sending a sample to your county agricultural 
agent. He will tell you what kind of fertilizer 
the soil needs. If you prefer quicker service 
ask your local garden supply shop to recom- 
mend a good fertilizer for your area. 

Before planting, read the directions on 
each seed packet and follow them! 

You are in partnership with God when 
you make a garden. After the seeds are 
planted only God can cause them to grow. 
Be patient. Soon green leaves will appear 
where you planted seeds. 

Keep an accurate record of the money 
you invest in seeds, fertilizer, plants, and 
insecticides. You may earn the Missionary 
Volunteer award in gardening. You will 
want to tithe your increase. Some of you 
may decide to use all or a portion of your 
garden for an Investment project for Sab- 
bath school. So there are good reasons for 
keeping an accurate expense account. 

During the next two weeks we shall 
talk about other phases of gardening. In 
the meantime buy some seeds and start 
digging. You'll be able to enjoy that water- 
melon sooner! 





Unseen Enemy 
From page 5 


of twigs across a path might mean the 
witch doctor had been there to make trouble 
for anyone who passed by. 

It was easy to see how the idea that 
Usbera’s father was a witch doctor had fired 
the imagination of some of my pupils, till 
they saw witchery in every little happening. 
And Kinanga, who had fanned the flame, 
had at last been caught by the fire. 

There was yet more for us to do. While 
Kinanga had been saved from her fate, 
there were unfriendly whispers. Some of our 
own mission Christians, ashamed to admit 
that witchcraft had been among them, in- 
sisted that Kinanga had not been bewitched. 
Rather, they said, she had had a dreadful 
sickness, and the hardhearted ones at the 
mission station were sending her into the 
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garden to hoe, when clearly she could not 
yet be recovered. 

To stop all such talk we took Kinanga 
over to the hospital and had the doctor give 
her a thorough checkup. He could find no 
signs of accident or illness. Kinanga had a 
clean bill of health and was well able to 
work. 

And Usbera. What effect had the night’s 
happenings on her? 

When I found her in the garden she 
came over to greet me, and I could see m@ 
at last she was truly happy. 

“Last night must have been very hard for 
you,” I said. 

Usbera agreed. There were several who 
had stuck by her, however—good friends, 
like Getega and Mogusero. 

“We shall have a better school now,” said 
Usbera. How much better, she could not 
have imagined at the time. Later that 
evening we saw the beginnings of it. 

After supper, instead of the usual wor- 
ship session, Paul asked for permission to 
hold a meeting for the girls. With tears in 
his eyes he pleaded with them never to 
allow even the suggestion of evil to enter 
the school again. The old ways of hea- 
thendom, the ways of the devil, must be put 
away by those who decided to follow Christ. 


There followed some wonderful testi- 
monies. Every girl was determined to 
leave these things behind and stand more 
firmly for Christ. But Usbera’s testimony 
was the most striking. She said she had 
felt convinced that it was right for her to 
come to our Christian school, and if it was 
right for her to come it was right for her to 
stay. Even when the long finger of sus- 
picion pointed at her, she trusted in God to 
work things out. Then turning to her class- 
mates, she said earnestly, “If you knew the 
miseries that go along with witchcraft, if you 
had lived with them as I have, then you 
would flee from the evil thing. If only I 
could make you see how much happier the 
Christian way is.” 


Finally Kinanga stood up. As the rears 
rolled down her cheeks she asked forgive- 
ness for the trouble she had caused. She had 
had no idea, as she enjoyed the sensation 
caused by the first little suggestions she had 
dropped, that the evil would grow and grow 
till it all but destroyed her. Now she was 
grateful that a merciful God was giving her 
a second chance. 








The meeting closed on a joyous note, 
with the girls singing, “Jesu osire gocha, 
Jesu osire gocha. Jesu osire gocha kwoyia 
‘bachenu baye.” 

“Jesus is soon coming, Jesus is soon 
coming. Jesus is soon coming to take His 
people home.” 

Yes, Jesus was the king of our school 
again. 

The unseen enemy had been chased away. 


Charles’s Secret Project 
From page 11 


So none of us should think we can hide 
anything from God. We may be able to 
fool our mothers or fathers sometimes, but 
we can never do anything that our Lord 
doesn’t know about. If we are foolish 
enough to think we can, then, like Charles, 
we are due for a serious awakening. 

After thanking the old lady and hanging 
up the receiver, Mrs. Bowler stopped and 
thought for a moment, then she went out to 
the back porch. Reaching high on top of a 
cupboard she found a long, slender willow 
stick. Shaking the dust from it and testing 
its limberness, she carried it back into the 
kitchen. 

In due time Charles came down the walk 
again. Once more his mother met him at 
the door and saw the same sopping shoes 
and soaked trousers. The wet cap hung 
forlornly from a shivering blue hand, and 
again the little eyes were full of tears. 
Mother did not speak and her face was ex- 
pressionless. There was a strained silence 
for a moment as two pairs of eyes met. 
Then Charles's gaze dropped, and he said, 
“The s-same big bu-bullies stopped us on 
the bridge again, ’n’ they took our caps j-just 
like yesterday.” 

He said no more. For at this point 
Mother drew her hand with the willow 
stick from behind her back. “Yes,” she said, 
“I know about those naughty boys, and I 
am sorry you had to get so wet. But tonight 
I am not going to bring in your wood for 
you, and I don’t think I need to worry 
about your catching cold while you do it 
either. You see, young man, I’m going right 
along with you and shall keep you nice 
and warm while you work.” 

With one hand Mother took Charles's 
books and with the other—the one with 
the willow stick—she motioned for Charles 


to hurry to the woodshed. By the time the 
wood box was full and the coal scuttles 
were in their places by the stoves Charles's 
pants were almost dry, and his legs weren't 
the least bit cold. He was put right to bed 
again, but this time he had only plain bread 
and a bowl of warm milk for supper. He 
was still hungry when he went to sleep. He 
didn’t feel too bad though, because he 
had told his mother he was sorry, and to- 
gether they had asked Jesus to forgive him 
for lying. His mother’s good-night kiss 
made him feel warm too, on the inside 
around his heart. 

And—you guessed it—he was home by 
three-thirty the next day, right on the dot! 


Bryan in the Bulrushes 
From page 3 


there was seemingly nothing to worry about. 

Step by step he went on. Now his feet 
were under water, but he was getting nearer 
and nearer to the bulrushes. He reached out 
to pick one, but it was still too far away. 

Suddenly there was a splash. That last 
step had been one too many. Bryan began to 
disappear in the muddy water. 

Down, down he went. The water came up 
to his waist, his chest, his neck. And the 
more he floundered about trying to save 
himself the deeper he sank. 

“Bryan! Bryan!” screamed Millie, sure he 
was going to drown right before her eyes. 

Then she flung herself on her knees. 

“Please, Jesus, don’t let Bryan drown,” she 
cried aloud. “Help him to get out!” 

Only Bryan’s head could be seen now. 

“Help!” screamed Millie. “Jesus, please 
help!” 

Then it was that Bryan grabbed one of 
the biggest of the bulrushes and held on. It 
sagged a bit, but it kept him from sinking 
any deeper. By and by he grabbed another, 
and another, each one a little nearer to the 
bank. 

Some minutes later he managed to drag 
himself out—very wet, very dirty, and very 
frightened. 

I don’t know who was more thankful, 
Bryan or Millie, but when Millie wrote and 
told me what happened she said, “It just 
proves that the Lord Jesus meets all our 
needs if we love Him.” 

It does. He can use even a bulrush to 
answer the prayer of one of His children. 


APRIL 30, 1958 / 17 








Dress Budget for Susan 
From page 14 


day’s activities while she helped her mother 
prepare dinner, and Mr. Baldwin was en- 
grossed in the newspaper. 

Mr. Baldwin looked over his glasses to 
remark to himself that this was a very 
attractive daughter coming into the room. 
“Hello, daughter, the younger,” he greeted 
with a smile. “We are about to have a 
meeting of the ‘big four.’” 

Susan looked suspicious. She didn’t trust 
the light tone. She thought Father was about 
to break some unpleasant news and was 
trying to do it as gently as possible. If he 
meant a family counsel, there was nothing 
she hated more. 

“One of those summit meetings,” Mother 
explained with a smile. “You know, ‘sum- 
mit’ to talk about.” 

“Well,” mused Susan, “if Mother’s sense 
of humor has been restored, that’s some- 
thing to be glad about, for when she lost it 
this afternoon thunder clouds never looked 
more threatening!” 

Father set four chairs while Mother 
turned the heat low enough on the range so 
the dinner would not burn if the meeting 
ran overtime. As they were seated, Mother 
stated in a very few words what was on 
her mind. 

“From tonight, you and Anne will have a 
budget for your clothing.” 

“You mean ” interrupted Susan. 

“I mean that your father will give you each 
month a certain amount of money that you 
are to spend as you desire on your clothing.” 

“Does Anne get more than I do?” 

“The amounts are identical, and quite 
sufficient for your needs, seeing you both 
already have your closets full of clothes.” 

Mr. Baldwin signed two checks with 
something of an amused flourish and 
handed them, with ceremony, to his daugh- 
ters. “Among the world’s ten best-dressed 
women are listed Anne and Susan Baldwin,” 
he laughed. Mother announced an adjourn- 
ment for dinner, but not before Susan, 
looking over Anne’s shoulder, had satisfied 
herself that each of the checks said $15.00. 

That night, she could not help lying 
awake, thinking about how wonderful it 
was to have a check of her own each month, 
and to spend it just as she chose, too! She 
had been teasing Mother for several days to 
buy her a pleated plaid skirt in red and 
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gray, and she wanted gray suede shoes to 
wear with it. Nancy and Jeanette and she 
had looked at them in a store window, and 
they all wanted to come out in them at the 
same time. She knew that the two would 
cost $12.96. That would make the $15.00 
look a little moth-eaten, she admitted to 
herself in the darkness, but then, there was 
absolutely nothing she really needed until 
the next check came. 

As soon as school was dismissed next da 
Susan raced to her father’s bank, and then t 
her favorite store as soon as she had the cash. 
The red-and-gray skirt and the gray suede 
shoes were there, and hers for the asking. 
What a wonderfully independent feeling 
she had, purchasing her own things without 
motherly advice or interference! Before she 
left the store the nice clerk, who had helped 
her to spend her money, insisted that she 
have the loveliest little red blouse that 
would be perfect to wear with the red-and- 
gray skirt, and it was on special sale for 
$1.98. Susan breathed hard. She’d make it, 
with a few pennies to spare! 

It wasn’t until the weekend when Susan 
was about to leave for church that she began 
to wish her $15 had been a little more hes- 
itant about slipping away. As she put on her 
nylon hose, zip—a run! Fortunately, her 
dress would cover the run. Previously, she 
had laughed at Anne, because she had kept 
a little bottle of colorless nail polish handy 
for the purpose of stopping runs. But this 
was her last pair, and more than three weeks 
to “pay day.” No polish applied, no nylons 
for church next week. So in spite of the way 
she had laughed at Anne in the past, she 
applied the polish. 

After that, things went quite placidly, 
financially, for a week. Then there were two 
occurrences that made Susan wince. First, 
the sole became loose on her right oxford; 
second, a new shipment of bandanas struck 
the feminine world at school, and Susan 
seemed to be the only one not wearing “the 
latest thing.” 

Six pennies! She couldn’t wear the 
oxfords another day, they'd be ruined, and so 
would her appearance and prestige, she 
exclaimed to her mother. This was an emer- 
gency, and it was right and proper that the 
Baldwin parents should help out in such an 
emergency, for the family reputation was at 
stake. The Baldwin parents had other ideas 
on the matter, however, and so the precious 
gray shoes had to be worn, not merely when 
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the red-and-gray skirt was worn, but until 
“pay day.” 

One of the boys managed to tread on her 
toe. The brown stain from his big shoe 
could no doubt have been removed with 
some special spot remover to be had at a 
drugstore, but even spot remover cost more 
than a miserable six cents. Oh, dear! 

Before the second check was due, Susan 
spent a whole afternoon after school, taking 
stock in her closet. Pushed back to the ends 

ere garments that she had almost forgot- 
en. Some of these things, she had to admit, 
were really attractive, even though the 
standard at school called them out-of-date. 

The next afternoon she begged Anne to 
show her how to make a neat darn on the 
hem of one of the skirts. Mrs. Baldwin 
looked in on the girls just once, but decided 
not to smile at what she saw until she was at 
least halfway down the stairs, for she was 
afraid the smile might turn into a laugh. 
Mending! Ah, a wearying job, but a very 
satisfactory and profitable occupation. 

The checks came again. “Now I have 
$30,” said Anne that night as she sat by her 
mirror, brushing her dark hair. 

“You mean to say you didn’t spend any 
of your last money?” 

“There was nothing I really needed,” 
Anne replied. “When I do need something I 
will have a little bank account from which 
to draw, and there will also be something 
for emergencies.” 

Susan sniffed, but the word “emergencies” 
reminded her that she had used it once this 
past month, herself. Imagine having to 
break into a new check by paying for some- 
thing as uninteresting st unattractive as 
soles and heels for oxfords! And she needed 
a new pair of nylons. 

She had recently joined the girls’ glee 
club, and all the girls were planning to wear 
black whirling skirts and white blouses, and 
there had to be black suede shoes to wear 
with them. What that meant, Susan knew 
too well! 


ie F) She knew, also, that she could get by 
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thout spending too much of her allowance 
if she asked Mother to make the skirt for her 
instead of her having to buy it. Mother had 
claimed time and time again that she could 
make two for the price of one, no matter 
what it was. 

She went to Mother with her request, and, 
of course, Mother would do it. Susan 
brightened. She would do it on condition, 


FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


Sue Matthews, age 14. 868 Waggoner Road, Para- 
dise, California, U.S.A. Post cards, stamps, music, 
outdoor sports. 

Kathy Bourdon, age 14. Bridgewater Road, Wood- 
stock, Vermont, U.S.A. Biking, swimming, skating, 
playing cello. 

Mary L. Hagood, age 14. Route 3, Box 304, Grants 
Pass, Oregon, U.S.A. Sewing, biking, baseball, post 
cards. 

Martha Mae Brooks, age 14. P.O. Box 512, Grants 
— Oregon, U.S.A. Cooking, baking, skating, base- 

all. 


Marian Faye Brooks, age 13. P.O. Box 512, Grants 
Pass, Oregon, U.S.A. Skating, photos. 

Rema Cooper, age 13. Route 4, Box 579, Grants 
Pass, Oregon, U.S.A. Skating, hiking, baby-sitting. 

Glenda Tryon, age 13. 638 Grandview Avenue, 
Grants Pass, Oregon, U.S.A. Roller skating, hiking, 
sewing. 








however, that Susan should spend as much 
time on household chores as Mother spent 
cutting and sewing the skirt. Susan winced, 
but agreed. After all, $15 won't go far in 
a month, and there were the oxfords and the 
nylons. 

Susan’s spare time seemed to be spent 
more and more with needle and thread and 
steam iron, but she tried desperately to hide 
the fact from the girls at school. They 
weren't on budgets, so they simply wouldn't 
understand. And all the while her closet 
grew tidier. 

It was too much for Susan, when in the 
third month, she was asked to be bridesmaid 
at a wedding. “Mother, I don’t want this 
crazy budget plan to work any more,” she 
cried. “I was better off when you bought my 
clothes.” 

“In some ways, yes, and in some ways, 
no,” Mother told her. “But the facts are 
mostly in favor of the budget.” And 
Mother sat like a block of wood. A cold 
chill passed over Susan’s heart. She knew, 
somehow, that the budget plan was here to 
stay. 
“I shall willingly pay half the cost of your 
formal,” Mrs. Baldwin promised, “but within 
a few months I shall expect you to repay 
me. 

It was now Susan’s turn to say “Oh, no!” 

Mrs. Baldwin reminded her, “There are 
ways you can earn money. You don’t have to 
rely entirely on your budget, you know.” 

“But, Mother, I have to go to school, and 
I have my homework.” To page 22 
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VI—Ruth, Who Led in 
Putting God First 


(MAY 10) 


Memory VERSE: “Thy people shall be my peo- 
ple, and thy God my God” (Ruth 1:16). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of Ruth in Ruth 1 and 2. 
Learn the memory verse. 


SUNDAY 
Refugees in Moab 


Open your Bible to Ruth 1. 

During the period that the judges were ruling 
in Israel, a severe famine came upon the land. 
Times were hard, and one family decided to seek 
another home where the living was easier. Look 
in verse 2 and find the name of the family and 
the name of the country where they went. 

The country of Moab occupied a tableland 
east of the Dead Sea. Its soil was rich and there 
was a good supply of water. The sub-tropical 
trees and plants must have looked very good to 
Elimelech after the parched land of Israel. The 
only drawback was that the people of Moab, 
descendants of Lot, worshiped idols. 

Tu1nk! God had promised the Israelites “rain 
in due season.” Why do you think there was a 
famine? Was it because at that time the children 
of Israel were disobedient, perhaps even worship- 
ing the idols of the heathen they had failed to 
drive out? 

Pray to be faithful to God, so He can fulfill 
His promises to you as His child. 


MONDAY 
Death Strikes! 


Open your Bible to Ruth 1. 

But even in their new home, with the threat 
of drought and famine removed, all was not well. 
Tragedy overtook the family. You can read, in 
verse 3, what great sorrow came to Naomi and 
her sons. 

The widowed Naomi stayed on in Moab. She 
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had her two boys to train and provide for. They 
grew to full manhood and soon established homes 
of their own. You can find the names of the 
Moabite girls they married, in verse 4 

For ten years they lived there, and then 
death struck again. Read about the double trag- 
edy, in verse 5. 

Poor Naomi! Years earlier she had left her 
native home with a happy family, now she was 
alone, in a land that was hers only by adoption. 
She made up her mind what to do. The famine 
was over in Israel. She would go home. She was 
an Israelite, and she would go where she be- 
longed! Her daughters-in-law set out with her. 


THINK! Just as Naomi set out for the place 
where God wanted all Israelites to be, should we 
not set our faces toward the home He is pre- 
paring for His children? 


Pray to set your face in the right direction— 
the place God has prepared for you. 


TUESDAY 
Not Alone! 


Open your Bible to Ruth 1. 

So the three widows set out for the borders 
of Judah. When they got there Naomi turned to 
the two women and told them, “Go, return each 
to her mother’s house: the Lord deal kindly 
with you, as ye have dealt with the dead, and 
with me.” They were to be free to return home, 
to remarry and establish new homes of their 
own. But Ruth and Orpah had learned to love 
kind, considerate Naomi, and they had come to 
respect the God she served. Ruth had come to 
love Him, too. She wanted to be His child, 
even if it meant separating herself from her 
own people. Read what the two girls said when 
Naomi told them to return home, in verse 10. 

Once again Naomi pleaded with them to turn 
around and go back to Moab. There was a tear- 
ful scene as Orpah gave in, kissed her mother-in- 
law, and turned around and walked back. Naomi 
told Ruth to catch up with her and go with 








her. “Behold, thy sister in law is gone back unto 
her people, and unto her gods: return thou after 
thy sister in law,” she said. 


But Ruth could not. Love was too strong to 


release her from her husband’s mother and from - 


the God of her husband’s mother. She had made 
up her mind. Read her noble words to Naomi, 
in verses 16 and 17. 


“When she saw that she was stedfastly minded 
to go with her, then she left speaking unto her,” 
we are told. With her back to her loved ones, 
to the idols of Moab, to all that had been fa- 
miliar since she was a little girl, Ruth set her 
face toward Judah, to be a comfort to Naomi 
@: to become a child of God. 


Tutnk! Have you chosen to be with the peo- 


ple who serve God and worship Him in the right 
way? 

Pray to make Ruth’s choice yours, to direct 
your steps toward God. 


WEDNESDAY 
Back Home! 


Open your Bible to Ruth 1, 

With light steps and light hearts, the two 
traveled the road through the land of Judah, 
back to Naomi’s home town. Look in verse 19 
and find where it was. 

People recognized the older woman, though, 
of course, Ruth was a stranger to them. There 
were many questions to answer from old ac- 
quaintances, and sad stories to tell. 

But Naomi, though she had lost the husband 


Ruth gave up her home to follow God—and God gave her a new home where she was very much happier. 
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and two fine sons who had gone to Moab with 
her, was not all alone. She had her lovely daugh- 
ter-in-law with her. Together they would make 
a new home. 

Ruth was young. She felt it was her responsi- 


bility to provide for the two of them. Read in 
Ruth 2:2 and 3 what she proposed doing so they 
could have food. 

It was a law of Israel that after the reapers 
had been through a field, the needy could go 
through it and glean the grain that the reapers 
had left. “And when ye reap the harvest of 
your land, thou shalt not wholly reap the corners 
of thy field, neither shalt thou gather the glean- 
ings of thy harvest. ... Thou shalt leave them 
for the poor and stranger: I am the Lord your 
God” (Leviticus 19:9, 10). 

Ruth was both poor and a stranger. She was 
entitled to glean. 

Tuink of Ruth’s willingness to go to work 
to provide for her mother-in-law. 


REsoLvE to be willing to carry your share of 
responsibility in the family. 


THURSDAY 
Ruth Has a New Home 


Open your Bible to Ruth 2 and 4. 

The field in which Ruth gleaned belonged to 
Boaz, a relative of Elimelech. Boaz noticed this 
lonely girl gleaning in the field and inquired 
about her. When he heard that she was the 
daughter-in-law of his distant relative Elimelech, 
he became very much interested. On learning 
her story, he spoke to her and gave her every 
privilege. You can read what he said to Ruth, 
in Ruth 2:11 and 12. 

Boaz did more for her than see that she had 
food and plenty of grain to glean, however. 
There was a law of the land that said that when 
an Israelite died without leaving a son to carry 
on his name, the nearest relative should marry 
the widow, and if a son should be born to her, 
he should be counted as her first husband’s child 
to carry on the family name. Boaz was not the 
nearest relative, but he found who was. The 
man who was nearest was not willing to become 
Ruth’s husband, so Boaz had a right to marry 
her. How Naomi rejoiced at this marriage, and 
when in due time a son was born to Ruth and 
Boaz, it seemed that all the sorrows of the 
past years were wiped out in this wonderful 
event. Read what Naomi’s friends said to her, 
in Ruth 4:14 and 15. 

If they could have looked down the years and 
seen what the new baby’s little grandson was 
to become, the rejoicing would have been even 
greater. Read verse 17 and see who he was. 

And then if they could have looked down the 
centuries and seen that Jesus, the Saviour of 
the world, would be born of that royal line, how 
much more they would have rejoiced! 

So Ruth, who set us an example in leaving a 
heathen environment to become a follower of 
the true God, showed us that even if we have 
to give up home and relatives and familiar 
things, God will lead us into paths of happiness 


and usefulness, 
Him. 

TuInk! Can you count kindness and consid- 
eration among the treasures of character you are 
acquiring? 

Pray to be courteous and kind in all 
dealings with others. 


if we are faithful in following 


your 


FRIDAY 
MATCH THESE NAMES with the descriptions that 

fit them. 

MAHLON The wife of Elimelech. 

ORPAH One of Elimelech’s two sons. 

NAOMI The grandson of Ruth and Boaz. 

OBED The distant relative of Elimelec 
who showed kindness to Ruth. 

ELIM- The daughter-in-law who chose to 

ELECH serve 

JESSE One of Elimelech’s two sons. 

BOAZ The great-grandson of Ruth and 
Boaz. 

CHILION The daughter-in-law of Naomi who 
returned home. 

RUTH The Israelite who took his family to 
Moab. 

DAVID The son born to Ruth and Boaz. 


Review the memory verse. 





Dress Budget for Susan 


From page 19 


“There is always baby-sitting and some- 
times even a little light housekeeping for 
businesswomen. If they are away from home 
all day it doesn’t matter to them if the 
dishes are done after school. It matters only 
that they arrive home at six or six-thirty to 
find their homes tidy when they are tired.” 

Susan looked wistfully into the future. 
She saw a lovely new formal, and many $15 
checks, but she saw that there would be 
work to be done, if she wanted to keep up 
appearances. 

Perhaps Mother had been right in think- 
ing Anne was a kind of saint after all. And 
if perchance Anne was not a saint, then she 
certainly had been very wise for a long time. 
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Junior Boys and Gitls 


Here are true stories to read, reread, and remember! 


Nine Volumes 


By GWENDOLEN 
LAMPSHIRE 
HAYDEN 


In these nine volumes you will find just the stories 
that will interest you. True tales of mission service— 
mountain caves—storms—wild animals—Indian raids— 
stalwart miners—cattle ranchers and frontiersmen. 

You will discover thrills galore in these narratives 
that range from the Canadian northwest and frontier 
America to lands across the sea—yet every tense situation 
resolves itself without recourse to violence. 

If you are looking for real enjoyment—here it is— 
and in addition you will find lessons to help you be 
courageous, cheerful, unselfish, and obedient. You will 
find new enjoyment each time you read these REALLY- 
TRULY STORIES. 


Have Mother or Dad order one or all of the nine 
volumes for you. 


PRICE EACH $2.00 


Add mailing and insurance—15c first book—5c each additional volume 





Vonore Lan 














Book and Bible House 
Please send me REALLY-TRULY STORIES volumes as 
checked: 
sladediniines each Vol.I ( ) Vol. V ( ) 
Vol. II ( ) Vol. VI ( ) 
Vol. III ( ) Vol. VII ( ) 
S Vol. IV ( ) Vol. VIII ( ) 
Vol. IX ( ) @ $2.00 each _..__ 
Postage and Insurance _____. any 
Sales Tax Where Necessary ___.. Total Enclosed —____ 
NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY a ee 
Review and Herald Publishing Association, Washington 12, D.C. 
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MOLLY COTTONTAIL, No. I- 
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1. The cottontail rabbit is one of the most widely 
distributed mammals in the United States, and hunt- 
ers bag more of them than of any other kind of game. 
They are smaller than either the snowshoe hares or 
jack rabbits. 2. Cottontails range from the Canadian 








border to Argentina, and there are a number of dif- 
ferent species. 3. The desert cottontails are usually 
lighter in color, and the brush rabbits darker, than 
the Eastern species. Mountain cottontails are light, 
but have smaller ears than those in the desert. 


























4. In the Southern States live the swamp and marsh 
rabbits. Both have coarse fur, are large, and like to 
live near water. 5. The pygmy rabbit of the north- 
western sagebrush country is not only the smallest 
in the United States but the smallest in the world. 


6. Cottontails do not turn white in winter as do the 
snowshoe and arctic hares of the far north. This may 
be why their range does not extend very far north. 
They do not have the protective coloring needed 
where food for predatory animals is scarce in winter. 

















7. Cottontails often live close to human dwellings and 
prefer brushy, cut-over areas to dense woods or open 
prairies. 8. Rabbits are known for their ability to mul- 
tiply rapidly. Here is a mother digging a shallow nest 
for her coming family. 9. Cottontails have four to 
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six families a year. This is a necessity in order to 
prevent their becoming extinct. Their enemies are 
numerous. In addition to man and his dog, it 
seems that every animal and bird of prey depends 
largely upon the poor cottontail for its food supply. 








